THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"Well, well, well !" gurgled George, extending a hand
to each of us.

"Thought you were up around Basingstoke, George/'
said Aubrey.

"Beasts too dear, everything's too dear/5 said George.
"I just came away. What'll you have?"

A confidential sermon on farming followed, from which
I could only deduce that everything was at once too dear
and too cheap; but we soon got back to cricket, and
harmony with "dear old Maurice Read.53 Two hours
flashed by in a general din, when Aubrey, who had been
doing a circuit of the bar, came up cheerfully and said:
"Look here, if you aren't hungry, I am." I was, and
said so.

Shadows gathering, we drove back once more to the
cold bacon. Something had changed Aubrey's mood.
The silence in which he ate his meal was not the silence
of appetite but the silence of worry. I felt uneasy; his
brows were knitted, he ate, as it were, vindictively, and
he looked as though he had something on his mind.
When we settled down in the sitting-room he was un-
characteristically offhand when Sally brought in the
coffee, saying: "Just put it down there and bring us in
a bottle of claret and two glasses." "Good night, sir,"
said Sally, with unusual reserve, as she set the last things
down. "Good night," he replied, abstractedly, with his
chin upon his hands and his eyes staring forwards and
downwards. In the lamplight the sporting prints looked
down on him compassionately; the old furniture was
undisturbed.

I watched him with an unaccustomed scrutiny. That
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